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: Vivo equidem, vitamque extrema per omnza duco | 

: Ne dubita, nam vera vides. ee VIRG. 





- Omunem crede diem tibi diluxiffe Supremum ; 
Grata fuperveniet, que non {perabitur, hora. 
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MADE a Vifit, the other Day, 
4} to a Gentleman, who has a Coun- 
try-Houfe, near Lozdon; and, 
while we refrefh’d ourfelves with 
a Social Glafs, in a Summer Bow- 
er, which he has rais’d abdéve the 
Corner of his Garden-Wal, I 
obferv’d him to fix his Eyes, with 














¢ Miltrefs, faid he, of that fine Houfe, has been 
wming me, all this Morning, in a Poem, which 
sswritten, in Praife of her Extraordinary Beauty, 

a very celebrated, Englith, Genius. —— The 
tm, and lively, Imagination of the Poet has placd 
*,a@tually before me! ¥ feel, methinks, the In- 
ynce of her Eyes! I am inchanted, by her Air 
id Movement! —— But I lofe myfelf in Rapture, 


bich he defcribes. with fo much Wantonnefs! That 
ving, thinking, Bloom! that quickens her foft 
guor; and adds Health, and Joy, to Lovelinefs. 
— But, fee ! ——— Look yonder! The very Charmer 
mes, This! This! is fhe: This gay, young, 
i'd, ador'd dear Mafter-piece of Nature; whom I 
wve been reading of, with fo much Tranfport! 
I fterted up, in great Amazement ; and, inflam’d 
y eager Curiofity, look’d out, to fee this Prodigy- 
But I beheld no other than a thin, wither d, 
oping, old Lady ; whom Two Servants, with much 
ening Difficulty, fupperted; and: were leading 
ong, between. them, toward a Coach, that waited 
ther, at the Gate. Her Head, and both her Hands, 
wok, ftrongly, with the Palfey ; but every other Part 
kn'd motionlefs, and quite infenfible. ——- I fgh’d 
tthe Appearance of fo mortifying an Obje&t ! And 
alld my Eyes, from aking ac it, to fix ‘em, re- 
hochtuly, upon. my Friend, for his ill-pointed 
ity, in {posing with the Weaknefs, and Mifery 
Human Nature. —- Yet This; {aid he, was once, 
9 changed as we now fee her! that Divine! that 
odlike! thae -refiftlefs Miracle! whom, to con- 
tmplate, in: Dryden's warm Defcription of her In- 
uenice, when the Hearts of a gay Monarch, and a 
ourt of Rival Lovers, were the Trophies of her 
mauty, Whe cou'd think, that Time wou'd thus re- 
ue her, to a Goatradittion ot.ail thofe flourifhing 
ttraétions; which, though perifh’d. in the chang’d 
Vriginal, will bloom, for ever, in the Poet's Picture ! 
l'proteft, the fudden Shock, which this. malicious 
tlulnefs of my good Friend’s Morality, furpriz’d 
id truck me. with, quite damp’d, and overwhelm'd 
'¥ Chearfulnefs, —— = I ficken’d, at this t00 near 
id waked View of Lite, without its Padiatives, — 
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ach Attention, on the Gate of a Stately Building, . 
ftood on the oppofite Side of the Road. ——. 


ile 1 feem to gaze upon That Spring of Youth, | 


I refolv’d to Drink no more. »— Your Wine, faid 
J, has loft its Relifh, and your Society is grown in- 
fipid; from the tingling Thoughts, which you have 
filld me with. —— So, rifing for my Hat and 
Gloves, I took my Leave abruptly, and walk’d 
homeward, crofs the Fields, opprefsd with muting 
Melancholy. 

I have not, to this Moment, loft the Weight of 
its Impreffion ; and fhall never ceafe to Wonder, 
That the Young refle€t fo feldom. on the Shortnefs, of 
their Spring, when yet. the O/d are always near us} 
and the Younger comitig up behind, to. pufh us for- 
‘ward into Winter. —— It was a fharp and flartling 
Anfwer, That of the Armenian Beggar, who, leaning 
double on his Staff, was ask'd by a young jefting 
Coxcomb, How much Fhat Sow had coft him? For 
I wou'd be glad; faid he, to buy one. —— Have 
Patience, antwer'd the Old Man, and, if God prolongs 
your Life, yon will have as good a one for nothing. , 

There is but one Thing Here, that can deferve our 
conftant Thoughts, and that is the wery Thing; 
which we moft hate to think of ! . —-+ What onghr, 
fo frequently, to bufy our Remembrance, as the only 
fure, and unavoidable, common Lot of ALL who 
ever liv’'d, who, now, do live; or who. fhall, live 
hereafter ?: —— Where are, now, Times paft ?}-— We 
toil, and ftrive, and labour on, through Life, as. if 
to live were our chief Bufinefs | Unmindful, all the 
while, what empty Shadows we are grafping at ; and 
for how fhort a Time, and how uncertainly they can 
be Ours, when we have gaind them. What is be- 
come of all thofe bufy Buitlers, who have liv’d, and 
died, before us? Are they not vanifhed, and for: 
gotten ? They have made their Way through Life, 
as an Eagle does through Air; and their Path is clos‘d 
up after them; Nor have they lefc a Track, to 
follow by. 

Time is the greateft of all Deceivers; but deceives 
us, without flattering us. —~1At has a Tongue; in 
every Steeple; and points its Finger to the Dial's 
Shadow, to alarm, and give us Notice. But we 
negleé& its -hourly Summons; we truft its gentle 
Pace, againft the Harfhnefs of its Warning... Yet, 
were we Wife, we fhould think Time a fmooth, but 
precipitate Current, thac carries us down to Death, 
whether we are Bownd thither, or no: And He will, 
always, have the rougheft Vallsse, who, inftead of 
gliding, quietly, will be ftruggling to {wim againit 
it. 

Life has nothing; that is truly Defirabdle, but the 
Prefence of thofe we Love ; yet this, of all its Plea- 
fures, is moft precarious, and unftable. -—~ Are we 
charm‘d by the Power of Beanty? Let us learn, yo 
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futl art Obje€E, as the once poesia Lady, whom 
i have been {peaking of, That it is a falfe, and fluid, 
Profpeét. —— It is changd, fince Yefterday ; and 
will be further chang’d, To Morrow. —— Ad, that 
is Ours, ig mutable, We till, indeed, dive ons but we 
are nO longer what we have been, nor can’ wé! con~ 
tinue What we aré. Though the River is {till spo 
by its old Name, its\Waters, To-Day, are notr 


fame Waters that were Yefterday. Not our Blood 


alone is flowing, and in conftant Motion; Our Faces, 
Strength, Health, Comforts, Fears, Joys, Miferies, 
and Dangers, all move, and mix us, in one Gulph, 
Eternity! 

I know nothing fo ridiculous, as what is call'd 
being Serious: nor is any thing more idle, than what 
we ufually term Bufine/s. —— We wou'd be fortunate, 
lov'd, fear'd, great, Every thing, but what we /on'd 
be: —— For, whoever, in this Life, propofes to be 
compleatly Happy, hopes to build, like the Men of 
Babel; and wou'd raife a Pile, as high as Heaven, with- 
out Foundation to erect it on. The World is too 
narrow, to allow Dimenfions for a Bafs, where the 
wild-intended Height is fo unproportionably extra- 
vagant. 

The A4ahometans, who affect, after the Antient 
Manner of the Eaffern Writers, to exprefs their Moral 
Doétrine, in a kind of Proverbial Chain of Parallels; 
fay, There are Six Things, which a Wife Man will 
ground’ no Hopes on: ——~ The Colour of a Cloud; 
becaufe Imaginary. The Friendfhip of the Covetous; 
becaufe Mercenary. The Love Women, becaufe 
Inconftanr. Beauty, becaufe Frail. Praife, becanfe 
Any And, thé Pleafures of this World, becaufe De 
ceitful. bei 

It is equally to be wonder’d at, fince Life is fo 
little valuable, and Death fo certain, and unavoidable, 
“ That we fhould be fo unreafonably fond of the One’; 
“ and) fo fruitlefSly, afraid of the Other.” There 
is no Harbour on This Side Death: And; the nearer 
we approach to thofe fhining Follies, which we pur- 
fue, with fuch dangerous pageenets the more we mul- 
tiply our Cares, and diftra&t; and weary, our own 
Purpofes. The whole Earth is not broad enough for 
two proud Fools to quarrel in! whereas Death is the 
End of Conteft, The weary Man's Repofe, The Great 
Man's Glory, The Sick Man’s Health, The Poor Man’s 
Comfort ; and a Shelter againft beta, arp Mifery. 

Since a Traveller can enjoy Pleafure, by often 
thinking.on his Journey's End, while He is, yet, but 
upon the Road toward it; why might not Death be 
made familiar tous, and difrob’d of its. falfe Terrors, 
by accuffoming our felves to look out for it? To 
aequaint ourfelves with it, at a Diftance, during our 
rain through Life, to it? Lite is, properly, a 
ourney : but differs from our ether journeys; .of lets 

Confequénce, in this furprizing Particular, ‘“ That 
“-we are Travelling as faft, while we are {leeping, 
* and intend no Progrefs ; as, when we are awake, 
“ and know we are moving. \ 
Life, then, being a Journey, Death, I think, may 


be confider’d, as an Jum, at the Lands End: And, . 


fince the Traveller, when he comes thither; is {till 
obligd to go farther; and muft fet out for Difcove- 
ries, upon a deep, and unknown Ocean: if he takes 
not, along with him, fie Provifions for his Voyage, 
he muft be either a Fool, or a Madman. t 

The Difference between. the Great Man, and the 
Good Man, is never, fo plainly, feen, as when They, 
Both, come to dies. Then, the one fhuts his Eyes; 
and fteps, trembling, and in the Dark, into the 
Dieadtulnefs of Uncertainty ; Whileithe other imiles, 
with Joy, upon the Enlargement of his opening 
Profpect ; and comes, out of a miry Labyrinth, into 
Day-light, and a boundle(s Champian ! I fome- 
times. take Pleafure to confider the Birth of Man, as 
a Commitment of his Soul to Prifon; where, during 
the Life of the Body, it is chain’d fhort, and can 
‘move but a creeping Pace; arid in limited, and dusky 
Stages. Burt, it is fet free, and unfetrer'd, by Death, 
@ndj:at one Spring, reaches Heaven. ~—— Such Dif 
charge is, toa the Soul, what Light: is, to the Eye ; 
whien it opens Colours, and Objeéts, which before, 
were conceal’d in Darknefs. 





- Coffins rofe, broke, unfaith{ul to-their Truft ! 


Thus, then, when ft is faid, we die, we are rath 
born into Real Being swe are Infranchis‘d, by 4 
Grant of Déath, and Incorporated, among the Mii) 
ons upon Millions, who have died before us, Tho 
we leave, are a Number, very {mall and inconfide 
ble, in ComParifon with Thofe*we go tox The? 
Psat T ophets; The Apoftles, The Hao 

onquerors, {The Shining Poets of Antiquity 
the whole, affenibled, Congrefs, of long-krow, on 
glorious, Charaéters, who have flourifh’d, from , 
World's Creation, are to be the Company, to whos 
familiar Converfe Death will introduce us. — 4 
that we may add one charming Hope, to warp - 
{weeten, all the reft! There, too, we fhall, perha. 
embrace, and’ beweltor'd to, Thofe ‘loft Friends, 
lov'd, moft dearly: and whom we never more py 
pected to have: met. with. 

But, I will, now, relieve my Readers from the 
verity of thefe Reflections, by entertaining them wit 
a-Copy of Verfes; which, I am affur'd, were, reqj) 
written to a Lady, Eminent for her Wit, and Beays, 
by a Gentleman, who thought it no Difgrace 
Her Lovelinefs, to mix his Admiration of it, yj 
the Memory, that fhe was Mortal. — 
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To GCLELIA, in th Counter 
On the palling down St. Martin’s Charech, 








‘ cand 


Wp aiile, from the noify Crowd, you lean; retir'g 
In filent Shades, by Love of Thought infpirg 
I, vex'd by varied Cares, to Bufinefs.chain'd, | 
Mourn’d your laft Converfe, and in Towp remain’ 
Dark, as the Midnight World, your Sunfhine gone 
Guidelefs,.in fullen Gloom, I wander’d on.’ 
Paffion’s wild Influence ebb'd, and flow‘d, my Mind 
As Seas drive diffrent, with the changing Wind. 
But, to what Point foe'er my Will was bound, 
in vain I turn’d thunrefting Compaf$ round: 
Doubtful, a while, the wav'ring Needle hung ; ' 
Then, trembling; backward to your Image {prung, HE... 


Penfive, I. view'd a Sacred Pile, of late; @ 
Which falls, like Man, to rife in nobler State. 
The Doors, thrown wide, it feem’d Unveil'd to lie: 
And Rev’rend Ruin ftruck my ftartled Eye! 
Entring, amidft the bufy Hammers Sound, 

I faw Time's dufty Trophies featter'd round. 
Each violated Pillar. ftood, bedew'd ; 

And wept, in folemn Grief, a Fate fo rude. 
From-T ombs,. by Force disjoin’d, reluctant Stones 
Roll'd, mix’d with.Clouds of Duft, and Human Bone 
From faithlefs Walls, defac’d Infcriptions fled : 
And to long Night confignd the namele{s Dead. 
-The Pew’s pale Squares, in their whole lengthen‘d Re 
Gave way, and open 4 fad Scene, below ! 
Beauty, Youth, Wealth, and Pow’r, reduc‘d to Clay, 
Larded with. Bones, yet moift, unfhelrerd, jay. 
Remnants of Eyelefs Skulls, with concave Stare, 
Mock’d the proud Leoks, which living Charmers weal 

























































the: 
p Nan 


, Au 
we Fol 
’ not 
writ 


my: 


ip. Mat 


n't mM 
hat Ce 
OU; ar 
And Flefh flew round me, in unjointed Dutt. ih 
Scarce a fhort Span, beneath that op’ning Floor, 
Where kneeling Charmers Prayd, the Week before; 
Where Forms, like Yours, rejoic’d th’ admiring Ey¢, 
Forms, once, like Yours! in naked Atoms, lie. 

O! Fate of failing Life! ©! flatt’ring, Dream! 
What viru Sabine is Thy fhadowy Gleam! 


Thus, while musd, Thy Soul approach'’d my“ py, 
Thy foft-wing’d Soul! that, always, hovers neat. 
See ft Thou, it figh’d, How thefe fad, Relicks lie ! M 
And do'ft Thou fear, thar CLE ZLJA thus can dit? Pe 
No, fhe's Ail Mind : and Her Immortal Name, afi 
Eluding Death's fhort ‘Reach, fhall tread on Fame. se 
Tongues, yet unthought-of, CLELIA {hall adorn, 
And charm:adoring Nations, yet unborn. eas 
Heroes, at whofe Refolves the World will shake, bly 
Shall treat thy Sex with Rev'rence,..for thy fake: tat 
-And-each tait Tyrant, who wou'd Empre/s be, Rees 
Form but One Wifh— “ To Think, and Look, tike TUS 
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